170                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
post for one moment without jour heckling the life out of me. You got a sheep jesterday, didn't you?"
"Yes," Madame Bromslava said meekly.
"Did the boys get it, too?"
Ttiey ve already eaten it all. Only some bones are left *
"Well, what more do you want?" At this point he ran out of argument and looked at me appeahngly for assistance.
"After such a luxurious meal," I rushed to his help, "the human organism should relax a bit, you know, Give them plenty of coffee, it will be good for... Ian." Here I got stuck, too. I knew that Madame Bronislava stall had fairly large supplies of Enrifo, the ersatz coffee we had been drinking. But I could see that she seemed skeptical about my suggestions. Taking quick stock of her vegetable situation, she sighed and announced *TU make a red beet soup with those bones for tomorrow, I guess. But that is really afl we have."
*WelI, you see, once you put your mind to something it always works out in the end,** Sweeper sent her away in his most ingratiating fashion. "I knew you could solve the problem without ine.*
"Horses! Horses!* I heard shouts soon afterwards from the ofcber side of Topiel Street, dbser to the University grounds. There was a rush in that direction.
No die knew where they had come from, but when I saw the horses, crazed with fear, rearing, stamping and snorting in the vegetable gardens, not far from the Uniwmty wall, all I could think of was: meat These must have been Gennan horses, perhaps runaways from Police Headquarters, for we had none. They were well fed aad well kept
One shot was fired, and a bay horse fell heavily, his sgwrtfcg blood throwing the others fcrto a panic. Sweeper was at the back door of his post, field glasses in hand.